
The lAHerj oj King LtAfl 

gioX fcrue you Madam, your Graces are riglit welcome. ; 

. $Hter Kenty a»d Steward, 

Steward,Good euen to thee friend, art of the houfe ? 

Kefit.J. 

Steward.Whcre may we fet our horfes ? 

the mire. ' ‘ 

^rfB’.Prcthce if thou loue mc,tcll mci 
iTfar.Iloue thee not. 

Stew.Why then T care nor for thee. 

Xe»t.lfl had thee in Lfpsl>0rj pinfold, I would make thee care 

‘ - forme. ’ ^ 

Stew.Why doft thou vfe me thus? I know thee not. 
Xcwf.Fello^ 1 know thee. 

5 rc» .What doft thou know me for f 
Ke»t. A knaue, a rafcall, an eater of broken meates, a hafe, 
proud, flaallow,bcggerly,thrcc flicwted hundred pound, filthy 
worfted ftocken knaue, a lilly liuer’d aaion taking knaue, a 
whorefon glaffe-gazing fupcrfinicall rogue, one trunke inheri- 
tin'J flauc.one that would’ft be a baud in way of good feruice.fc 
art nothing but the compofition ofaknaue,bcggcr, coward, 
pander,and the fonne and heire of a mungreli bitch,whom I will 
beateinto clamorous whining, if thou deny the leaft fillable of 
the addition. 

^rcjf.What a monftrous fellow art thon, thus to railc on one 
that’s neither knowne of thec.nor knowes thee. 

Xc«r.What abrazen fac’ft varlet art thou,to deny thou know- 
eft me, isittwodaies agoefince l bcatetbee, and tript vp thy 
heeles before the King ? draw you rogue, for though it be night 
the Moon fhines,ile make a fop of the Moone-fhine a’you,draw 
you whotefon cully only barber-mungler,draw. 

A way,I haue nothing to do with thee. , , . i 
JCtf«r.Draw you rafcall, you bring Letters againft the Kingi& 
^ake Vanity the puppets part, againft the royalty of her father, 
draw you roguc.or ilc fo carbonado your fhankes,draw y 
* call, come your wayes. , . ' 

5 r«p.Helpc, ho,murther, hclpe, 
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The Jiifiery of King Lear, 

Kent, Strike you ftaue, ftahd rogue, ftand you ncate fiaue, 

5rw.Hclpc,ho,murther,helpe. 

Enter Edmmdwith his Rapier drawne, Glocefter, the 
T>tsheand DHtchejfe. 

•54/?,Hownow,what’s the matter ? .10/1, 

With you goodman boy, and you plcafc come, lie fiealh 

Vou,eomeonyongmafter. 

C/o/?. Weapons,atmes, what s the matter here. 

^«^c.Keepe peace vpon your liues,hc dies that ftrikes againe, 

what’s the matter? . 1 

ifff.The meflengers from our filler, and the lyng. 

What’s your difFerence,fpeake ? 

am fcarfe in breath my Lord. 

Xf«r.No maruaile you haue fo beftir d your valour, you co- 
wardly rafcall,nature difclaimes in thee, a Taylor made thee. 
T>tike Thou art aftrange fcllow,a Taylour make a man. 

Kent. I,ataylourfir,aSto»ie.cutter, oraPamter could not 

haue made him lo ill, though he had bene but two houres at the 
trade. 

(j/(»/?.Spcakeyet,how grew your quarrell? 

5 fo».This ancient rufttan fir, whole life I haue fpardatfute 

of his gray-beard, - , , j 

Xearf.Thou whorefon Zed, thou vnneceffary letter, my Lord 
if you will giue me leaue.I will tread this vuboulted villamc in- 
to morter, and daubc the wals of a laques with him 5 fpare my 
gray-beard you ivagiaile? 

1) «%.Pcacc fir,you bcaftly knaue you haue no reucrence, 
Kent. Yts fir,but anger has a priuilcdge. 

2) ;<%.Why art thou angry ? 

Kent.Thit fuch a ftaue as this (hould weare a fword, 

That weares no honcfty,fuch fmiling rogues as thefe. 

Like Rats oft bite thofe cordes in rwaine, 

Which ate to intrench, to inloofe fmooth cucry paffion , 

That in the naimcs of their Lords rebell,. 




